THE  TWILIGHT  OF  THE  GODS

months spent at Princeton. We found a full and tranquil happiness
there which neither Neuilly nor the country nor our hectic trips
had ever been able to give us because we had everywhere en-
countered excitement, professional duties or ties with the past. In
that house in Broadmead we were alone together, bound to the
world by no other tie than the work we had in common and that we
both loved. Nothing spoiled these happy hours. My colleagues
were courteous, helpful and agreeable companions, but they did
not claim the confidential intimacy of our European friends. Almost
every day we had at least one meal alone together.

'At last!* Simone said, 'I am having my wedding trip... .*

In Paris those who did not know her well had believed she was
infatuated with social life, formal dinners and receptions at the
embassies, and she had pkyed the role expected of her. In Princeton
she took pleasure in living a life of complete simplicity, doing her
own marketing, going to the butcher and to the confectioner and
serving tea to the students. In addition, eight hours of typing a day.

'I have never been so happy/ she said to me in rapture.

We began a new life, and it was the life both of us had always
longed for.

As for me, I was at length engaged in the calling of professor
which, together with that of writer, was that for which I had been
born. My course was called: 'The French Novel from Lc Princesse
de Cleves to La Recherche du Temps Perdu* Fifty students had been
admitted after an examination which had shown that their know-
ledge of French was adequate. Twice a week I gave a public lecture.
On the other days students came to my house in groups of seven or
eight, sat on the floor, smoked cigarettes and discussed with me the
books of Balzac or Stendhal, of Flaubert or Anatole France that I
had asked them to read. These conversations were pleasant, free and
without strain. We talked about literary technique but also about
the social life of France and about history, morals and philosophy. I
found a wholly new pleasure in being intimately associated with the
life of the young and in becoming once more a student myself.

My pupils told me about their traditional jokes, the cruel treat-
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